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For Any Boy or GiYJ 

v ONLY $1.00, 

For a Whole Year 
12 Big Issues 



u^autiful Action Pic- 
ROY ROGERS and 



Roy Rogers 

A DELL COMIC 

Simplify your Chriitmos shopping problem this year 
Instead of wearing yourself our trudging from store to 
store, give the boys and girls on your list a subscription to 
ROY ROGERS COMICS. This is a gift young people (ond 
grown-ups too!) will appreciate and remember throughout 
the year. They will enjoy following through this lively maga- 
line the adventures of Roy Rogers and Trigger. Every issue 
is packed with plenty of aclion, excitement, and thrills. 
The cost of a year's subscription is only $1.00. And lo top 
off this attractive money-saving offeree will also include 
FREE 5 of the latest pictures of Roy Rogers and Trigger. 
(Sove an additional Dollar by sending 5 one-year Gift Sub- 
criptions for only $4 00.) 
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AND THE 

ROARING RIVER 




WHAT ARE YOU TRUCKING HAT FOR? 
YOU'VE GOT PLENTY OF GOOD 
} RANGE ON THE TOMAHAWK. 





TAKE THOSE ROCKS OUT OF 
BEFORE I RUN YEZ DOWN, PO 
GUKENf 00 YEZ WANT TO " 
tETRUC 



MAGGIE'S GOOD AT DRESSING WOUNDS... 
GOOD AT MAKING THEM.TOO. DOGGONE 

HER IRISH TEMPER 





IN THE FIRST PLACE, YE'RE 
NOT ABLE TO RIDE — AND II 
THE SECOND, YE'LL MAKE A 

FINE HOSTAGE FOR JEHU'S 
GOOD BEHAVIOR. 



PASSED OUT 
AGAIN, 
MAGGIE.. . 

GO EAS" 
OVER THOSE 
BUMPSr 



f WHO'S ON THE RANCH WITH YOU, NOW, MAGGIE?) 




YOU TWO CLEAR OUT AND 
LEAVE THE NURSING TO 
ME f YOU'LL HAVE YOUR 
HANDS FULL AT THE 
WATER HOLE 

THE CHILD 
IS RIGHT, 

ROY 

COME ON' 




WE TALKED A LITTLE^ BUT HE LIKES 

AS I WAS DRESSING YOU, SHEILA 

HIS SHOULDER . . 

GREGG JACKSON 

DOESN'T LIKE HIS 
FATHER'S HIGH- 
HANDED WAYS' 



DARLIN'f SURE 
I CAN SEE IT 
IN YER EYESr 




YE'RE TAKIN' YOUR 
PATIENT AWAY FROM 
HERE, NOW — INTHE 
SPRING-WAGON... I'LL GO 
HARNESS UP. 




THERE'LL BE A WAR 
ON THIS RANCH WHEN 
JEHU GETS HERE- 
AND NO PLACE FOR A 
SICK MAN... YE'LL 
TAKE HIM TO THE 
OLD CABIN IN DEAD 
HORSE GULCH. 





WE'LL DRIVE THE HERD OVER THE WAGON 

TRACKS SO JEHU CAN'T TRAIL SHEILA ANOJ 

GREGG. 
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A MILE 

FROM THE 

TOMAHAWK. 

MAGGIE'S COWS 

ENTER THE BOUGHS. 




YOU MAKE TRACKS FOR THAT CABIN 
AND HELP SHEILA WITH YOUNG JACKSON 
STEP AND I WILL HIGH-TAIL IT FOR 
THE RANCH. 



A STUBBORN FOOL, 
1 GUESS— RISKINGTHE 
LIVES OF TWO GOOD 
FRIENDS TO SAVE ME 
LITTLE OLD TWO-BIT 
RANCH, WHEN JEHU 
JACKSON WILL GET IT 
ANYWAY — THE 




DO YOJ RECKON 
WE'LL GET BACK TO 
THE WATER HOLE 
AHEAD OF JEHU 1 
RIDERS, ROY? 





Down to the 
trampled ' 
water hole 

MOVES A' 
ROARING. 
BAWLING 
RIVER OF 

THtRSTY"- 

BRUTE5. 




FUNNY WE HAVEN'T MET 
MAGGIE r SHE'S HAD 
MORE'N ENOUGH TIME 
TO HELP UNLOAD GflEGG 
ATTHE CABIN", AND 




|%-(there's lost river... it flows a FEW MILES and 
^..> .... i „, .— i SINKS INTO ITS OWN BED. ^ 





WHERE'S GREGG ) HE'S INSIDE THAT MINE 
JACKSON? j-* TUNNEL. . .AND HE WOULDN'T 
LET ME FOLLOW HIMr 
, ROY, I'M AFRAID 





THAT SOUND- -LIKE THUNDER 

IN THE DISTANCE • IT COMES 

FROM INSIDE. . . 



Around a corner, gregg's 
scarecrow figure bends 
over a sputtering fuse. 





PLUGGED THE 
TELL CHANNEL OF LOST 
ME NOWN RIVER WITH A 
WHAT LOYNAMITE BLASTf IT 
HAPPENED?\ WAS DAD'S IDEA- - 
TO DO IT AFTER 
HE'D GOT CONTROL 
OF ALL THE RANCH 
LAND BELOW. 




DAD HAD THAT 
TUNNEL DUG — HE 
EVEN BROUGHT IN 
THE DYNAMITE FOR 
THE LAST BIG SHOT... 
TROUBLE WAS.I 

COULDN'T FIND 

ENOUGH FUSEf 

LIKE A FOOL, I 

LIT IT ANYWAY. 



THE BLAST WOULD HAVE) 
CAUGHT ME, WEAK AS 
I WAS, EXCEPT FOR 
YOU, ROY. 





IF YOU TWO FIGHTING FOOLS 

I HAD HALF THE SENSE OF THOSE 

KIDS. YOU'D OUIT QUARRELING 

AND 60 INTO PARTNERSHIP.' 

T'S THE ONLY WAY OUT. , 




LET'S RAMBLE, TRIGGER 

BEFORE SOMETHING ELSE 
BUSTS LOOSE... LIKE A 
VOLCANO, OR AN IRISH 
TEMPERAMENT ON THE PROD 
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W GOY ROGERS 
I YOU OLD 

J TUMBLEWEED 
\ LIGHT AND 
/ BEST A BIT.' 





YOU NAME THE PRICE, 
DON PERNAMDO... I'LL 
PAY IT, AND MAKE 
MONEY.. ..OR VOL) 
CAN TAKE IT OUT 
N TRADE. 




HOWOff COULD WE J— AND WATER OUR 
GST SOME GRUB ^ MOSSES, MEBBE " 
AND MAKING MERE? 




MlLGRACIAS, AMIGO 
NEVER HAVE 1 5EEN 
SUCH FINE SHOOTING 



DE NADA, DON FERNANDO.... J... AND JEWELRY 
SUT IT ISN'T SAFE TO BE / LIKE THIS IS A 
CARRYING SO MUCH <!f TEMPTATION TO 

MONEY, EVEN WERE AT V ANY THIEP, DAN 
THE TRADING POST.. 




YEAH. ...RECKON 
I'VE BEEN CARE- 
LESS.... HELP 
ME TAKE IT TO 
THE SAFE, 
ROY, 





WHERE DOES THE OLD 
DON GET THIS STUFP, 
DAI- ? HE CERTAINLY 
OOLSN'T MAKE IT ALL 
HIMSELF, 



A LOT OF MEN HAVE TRIED TO TRAIL 
THE SPIDER — BUT ErTUER THEY LOST 
HIS SIGN, OR ELSE THEY NEVER SHOW- 
ED UP AGAIN TO TELL 
WHAT HAPPENED.' 



IC BY CHANCE, YOU HAVE TUE 
TIME TO COME WEETH ME TO 
MY POOR CASA, I SMALL BE 

UONORED AND I TUEENK 

YOU WEEL NOT REGRET YOUR 

KINDNESS TO AN OLD MAN, - 

DON ROY. 




ALL RIGHT, GENTS.... DROP 
YOUR I4ARDWARE AND 
STAND UP/ 




AIMING TO SEE DON FERNANDO 
FIRST, ROY MOVES AS 
SILENTLY AS AN INDIAN, 
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HUMPH.' NOTHING WORSE 
THAN A CUT.' LOOKS AS 
A BULLET WAD GLANCED 
OFF A ROCK AND TUROWN 
SOME STONE CHIPS 





i— AND THESE, MY PEOPLE 

ARE YOUR SERVANTS, DON 

ROY— SO LONG AS 

YOU RESPECT MY 

HOSPITALITY 




DON PERNANDOS HOUSE 
AND YOU AREUIS SON, 
JUANITO ? 





AH, DON ROY, YOU DIP NOT WISH 
TO CHANGE YOUR CLOTHES FOR 
DINNER ? BUT, NO MATTER.' TO 
HAVE YOU IN OUR POOR HOUSE 
IS HONOR ENOUGH.... YOU SEE 
I SPEAK IN SPANI" 



YOU ARE COVERED BY 
BOWS AND ARROWS, GRINGO 
DROP YOUR GUNS, AND YOU 
MAY LIVE— BUT NOT LEAVE 
CASA ARANA. 




PIONEER) OF 
THE OLD WEST 




"Well, kid, if you think you con do 
it, go ahead and try. But carrying mail 
from Ragged Edge to the railroad in 
winter is hard work, and dangerous. 
Better get a good, young horse to 
start with." 

John Worth looked up at the hulk- 
ing boss of the gold camp and smiled. 

'Thanks, Mr. Burns," he replied, 
"but I'll make out all right with my old 
pony, Baldy. He and I understand each 
other. And he can smell a trail through 
two feet of snow. Don't worry — I'll get 
the mail through, on time!" 

It was o big promise. Big enough to 
cost o man's life, not to mention a 
boy's! Prairie bred, John knew the odds, 
and very carefully, he set out to make 
them better. 

For a week before his job started, he 
scouted the high ridges that the mail 
would have to cross. He picked out 
landmarks — a lone tree here, o rocky 
skyline t+iere. At the top of the pass 
he found an old, abandoned cabin. 

"Might have to use it if a blizzard 
catches me," he told himself. "And I'd 
better pack my snowshoes, just in 
case." 

Snow was falling, the first day John- 



ny carried ine mail. He found that by 
following the wind-swept ridges he 
could ride Baldy the whole way. But 
the next day he had to change his 
route; deep drifts blocked the old one. 

One morning, as Burns, the camp 
boss, handed him the outgoing mail, 
he added a warning. 

"Did you notice those black clouds 
coming up over the ridge, kid?" he 
asked. "They mean a blizzard. Take 
this mailbag home and wait till it's over 
before you ride." 

Johnny Worth shook his head. 

"Baldy and I haven't missed a trip 
yet, and we won't miss this one, sir," 
he declared. "It'll be Baldy's last trip, 
though. He's had hard going and he 
needs a rest. I'll leave him safe at my 
dad's camp, over the mountains." 

When they reached the ridge, Baldy 
• snorted nervously. Snow was falling 
thick and fast, driven by a wind that 
almost took a rider's breath away. 
After a few steps the old pony stopped 
and looked around at his master. 

"Better go back, Johnny," he signal- 
led as plainly as a horse can. 

But Johnny Worth urged him on. 

"We'll make it all right, Baldy," he 



argued aloud. "If we go back to Rag- 
ged Edge Camp now, you'll spend the 
winter there. And there's nothing for 
you to eat in thot gulch. You'd die, 
sure. Let's go!" 

Baldy forged aheod, but there was 
no chonce to hurry. The knee-deep 
snow hindered every step. The roaring, 
savage wind almost pushed them back. 
When they turned, it tore at them like 
o wild beast. The blinding, whirling 
flakes blanked out everything a few 
yards away. Only between gusts could 
Johnny glimpse a familiar ridge or 
draw. 

Baldy's trail instinct was their only 
real guide. But cleverness and courage 
could not make up for foiling strength. 
Wallowing through the drifts between 
the ridges was killing work. At last 
Baldy stopped. 

Beneath him, John Worth could feel 
the pony's chest heave and tremble. 
Brave, clever, loyal old Baldy was 
through. He stood with legs spread, 
head hanging low, steam puffing from 
his red-rimmed nostrils. His eyes were' 
closed. In another hour or two he would 
freeze in his tracks. 

Strangely, Johnny Worth was not 
frightened for himself All he could 
think of at the moment was that he 
had brought his old friend out here to 
die. And just because of his own fool- 
ishness! 

With a choking sob, the boy slid out 
of his saddle and put both arms around 
the horse's head. 

"I won't let you freeze, Baldy," he 
cried. "There's that old cabin some- 
where near by. I'll find it — and take 
you there." 

Baldy rubbed his head gently 
against Johnny's chest, and then 
drooped it again, breathing heavily 
Johnny Worth glanced about For a 
moment a break in the white curtain 
of snow gave him a glimpse of o famil- 
iar ridge. He started off 

In twenty steps, Baldy was lost to 
sight. His onxious whinny barely 
reached the boy, above the howling 
wind. 

"I'll be back, Baldy!" he called— 




and floundered on. *^*%* 

Half an hour later (It seemed like 
many hours), Johnny stopped, ex- 
hausted, peering downhill. He waited 
for another break in the swirling veil 
of snow. It came — and there, within 
pistol-shot, stood the snow-covered 
cabin. 

Finding Baldy again was equally 
hard — but Johnny did it. And some- 
how he found a trail, around perilous, 
snow-hidden slides and ledges, where 
the half-frozen horse could follow. At 
the cobin door, he took Baldy's saddle 
off. 

"You'll have to scooch down to get 
through this door," Johnny told his 
four-footed friend. 

Baldy nickered his understanding. 
With o squeeze and a scramble, he was 
inside He could rest! 

But Johnny's work had not ended. 
Out he must go again, to break off 
branches from o dead tree, for o fire. 
With the fire blazing and filling the 
tiny shack with life-giving heot, he 
must leave it — to plug up the chinks 
in the logs with snow, and keep the 
heat in And then he must bring more 
firewood! 

Next day the storm let up, and 
Johnny Worth reached his father's 
house. His weariness was soon forgot- 
ten. But never, would Johnny Worth 
forget how he and old Baldy fought 
and conquered the blizzard. 
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IT WAS ANEW RANCH HAND WHO CALLED HIMSELF 
BERT LORCH. .. HE WAS DRUNK-- AND TAKING 
ITOUT ON THE COLT WITH A TRACE STRAP." 





"the only thing that saved THAT bum's 

LIFE WAS MY BEING IN TRIGGER'S WAY 
FOR A SECOND." 




"HE SLAMMED 
DOOR — BUT IT 
HADN'T ANY BAR 
ON THE INSIDE... 



'THERE WAS ONE SMALL WINDOW — AND 
LORCH MADE IT, JUST AS TRIGGER BROKE 
INTHf GRAIN ROOM DOOR. 




"WITH AHORSE LIKE TRIGGER 
AFTER HIM, THERE WAS ONLY 
ONE THtNG FOR A MAN TO DO-- 
GETOFPTHE RANCH, FAST. 

-U , 



"BUT IFOUNO THE STATION 
WAGON, DITCHED AND EMPTY... 
LORCH HAD PROBABLY HITFOR 
THE HIGHWAY, 
AFOOT. 




"SHE SLJPPED'A COUPLE OFSHELLS 
INTO THE SHOTGUN.AND SAID SHE AIMED 
TO SLEEP WITH IT UNDER HER BED 
SHE HAD LORCH FIGURED OUT AS 
A MAI HOHBRE. 





" LORCH USED ONE HAND 

TO GET MY ROLI 

THERE WASN'T A CHANCE 
FOR ME TO REACH UNDER 
THE BED FOR THE 
SHOTGUN. 



"HE BAGKED AWAY TO THE WINDOW, 
THREATENING TO BLOW US 
APART IF WE MADE AMOVE 
TILL HE WAS CLEAN GONE. 




'THE MINUTE THE WINDOW 
WAS EMPTY, I MOVED. , . 
THEREWAS AHUNDRED 
DOLLARS IN LORCH'S 
DIRTY FIST THAT I 
AIMED TOGET BACK. 




"I COULDN'T SEE ATHING FROM THE 
WINDOW, EXCEPT THE LADDER LORCH 
HAD USED. 




"STILL THESE WAS NO SIGN OF WHERE THAT 
THIEF HAD GONE- -SO I RECKONED HE MUST 
HAVE A CAR OR A HORSE WAITING DOWN 
THE ROAO-- 



I WAS WRONG f THE SIDEWINDER WASN' 
SATISFIED WITH ROBBING ME — H 
TO BURN MY BARN. 



" BALED HAY DOESN'T ALWAYS 
CATCH FIRE RIGHT AWAY. . . 
LORCH HAD TO USE A NUMBER 
OF MATCHES BEFORE IT 
STARTED... 
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